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The Life and Death 

As though on thinking on, no thought I thinke, 

Makes me with heavy nothing faint and fflrinke. , 
Bujb. ’Tis nothing but conceit (my gracious Lady.) 

’Tis nothing leffe : conceit is Hill dcriu'd 
From fome fore father greefc, mine is not fo. 

For nothing hath begot my fomething gricfe. 

Or fomething, bath the nothing that Igneve, 

’Tis in reverfion that I doe pofleffe, 

But what it is, that is not yet knowne,what 
I cannot name,’tis namelefle woe I wot. Enter Green, 
Gree. Heaven faye your Majefty^nd wellmet Gentle. 
I hope the King is not yet fbipt for Ireland- ( men; 

W hy hop' ft thou fo? ’1 is better hope he is : 

For his defignes crave hafte, good hope, 

Then wherefore doft thou hope he is notfflipt; ? 

Gree. That he our hope, might have retyr’a his power, 
And driven into defpaire an enemies hope, s.noS 
Who.ftrongly hath let footing in this Land,. , , 
The baniflvd BulJmgbrooke repealcs himteife. 

And with up-lifted Armes is fafe arriu’d 
At R auenfpurg. 
flu* Now God in heaven forbid. 

Qree. O Maddam ’tis too true: and that is worfe, 
The L- Northumberland, his young fonn e, Henry Percy, 
The Lords of Ro{fe,Z? eaumond^nd Willoughby. 

With all their powertull friends are fled to him. 

Bufb. Why have you not proclaim’d Northumberland; 
And the reft of the revolted fa ft ion Traytors ? 

Gree. We have : whereupon the Earle of Wcrcefter 
Hath .brokehis ttaffe,refign’d his Steward Chip, (bm\ 
And all the houfhold foruants fled with him to Bullet, 
So Greene, thou art the Midwife of my woe, 
And Bullingbrooke my forrowes difmall heyrer 
Now hath my foule brought forth her prodigy; ^ 
And r a gafping nevy delivered mother, 

Haue woe t# vvoe,lorrovv to forrow ioyn’d 
Bujh. Defpaire not Madam. . 

Off' Who fliall hinder me ? 
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'of Richard the fecond. 

•it /Vfaiire and be cit emnity 

IW1 11 dep.iie,^ . flatt erer, 

-.'tfiill of careful! bufineffe arehw looses. 
Vn r^Corrifort's. in Heaven, and we are on the earth, 

Where nothing lites but cfoffes, care, and guete . 

Your husband he is gone to fave faneoff, 

W hilft others come to make his loole at home * 

Here am Ifcftto Underprop his Land, _ 

Who ^e^With age, cannot. fupport my felte . 

Now comes feK ficke hoviretMt his fitrfcit made, 

Now fliall he try his friends that flattered him. 

Enter a Servant* 

SerMv Lord, your fotine was gone before I came. 

Tor. He was # why fo, goe ail which way it will : 

The Nobles they are fled, the Commons they are cola. 
And will I feare revolt on Here fords fide. 

Sirra, get thee to Plaflry to my fitter Ghfter, 

Bid her fend meprefently a thoufand p.onna, 
Holdjtaltemy Ring. 

Ser, My Lord,! had forgot 

To tell your Lordfhip,to d ay I cameby, and call d there 
But I fhall grieve you to report the reft. 

Tor* What is’c knave ? 

Ser. An houre before I came, the Dfltchefte di de. 1 
To .Heaven for his mercy,,, what a tide of woes 
Come ruffling on this wofull Band at once ? 

I know not what to doe : I would to heaven 
(So my vntruth hath nert provok’d him to it ) ^ 

The King flad eut off my head with my brothers. 

What, are there poflies' diijaatcfit Tor Ireland ? 

How fliall we doe for mbney for thefe wanes ? 
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